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OF all created things, the loveliest 
‘And most divine, are children. 


— William Canton 
Vol. I. No. 11. 








May’89 


Hello children, 


Most of you must be heaving sighs of relief by now and 
enjoying the beginning of the holidays. Schools closé for the 
summer to allow each of you a break before passing on to a 
higher class, in which your work will be more challenging. 

A rest however does not mean that you laze the summer 
‘away, or idly fritter away precious time. As you all know education 
does not refer to school work alone. There are a variety of 
different ways to give yourself an all rounded education. Reading 
good books and magazines without the daily pressure of the 
school routine is one way, and playing a sport is another. But one 
of the most exciting ways to leam about life, is to travel... 

At some time or other you must have heard someone say 
that travel broadens one’s horizons. When you go to anew place 
you are surrounded by the unfamiliar. You are forced to meet 
new people and thus you have a splendid chance to observe 
customs, manners and habits not your own. You are also forced 
to deal with situations that you may not have faced before and 
thus you have an opportunity to gain experience and confidence 
in the art of dealing with people. 

So persuade your parents if they can afford it to take you 
on a holiday, however short it may be. You can travel to any 
place of your choosing; a place you have always wanted to visit. 
‘Once you are home again, try and put down your experiences on 
Paper and send Gokulam an account of your holidays. I am sure 
it will prove an enriching experience for you and for us! 

Wishing you happy holidays! 


Mth love 





Editor, 
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Orespen 2 time, there was a 
school in a little village, which 
stood bya river. The river was dry 
for six months in a year and during 
these six months the damp sand 
of the river bed could be seen. It 
was only after the rains that the 
river would flow. 

Gopayya, the headmaster of the 
school was a resourceful man. 
(One day an idea struck him. “Why 





not grow sweet water melons on 
the river bed?” he thought. 

He asked the students to collect 
as much manure as possible, for 
cow dung was plentiful in the 
village, and he went to the neigh- 
bouring village to buy water melon 
seeds of high quality 

The students and teachers of 
the school ploughed the sandy river 
bed with small hand ploughs, and 
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dug neat furrows to a depth where 
waier was available, The seeds 
were sown and manure was added 
to enrich the soil. The students 
and teachers of the school, spent 
their hours of leisure in happy 
toil. 

Within three months the river 
bed by the school was covered 
with big sweet water melons. 

The delighted Gopawa sent a 
large basket of the best fruit, of 
their crop to the king of the land, 
as a gift on his birthday. 

The king was pleased with the 
gift for he found the water melons 
juicy and sweet, He sent for 
Gopayya and asked him what he 
meant to do with the rest of the 
crop. 

Gopayya informed the king that 
some of the water melons would 


be given to the teachers and stu- 
dents who had helped grow the 
crop and that whatever was left 
would be sold and that the money 
from the sale would be used for 
the development of the school. 

The king was pleased with the 
resourceful Gopayya’s words, “I 
will buy whatever is let,” he said, 
“for double of what the water 
melons are worth!" 


After a few days, Gopayya re: 
ceived letters from the headmasters 
of all the other schools in the land, 
thanking him and the inmates of 
his school for their sweet gifts. 


The king had wisely sent all the 
water melons he had bought from 
the school, to the students of other 
schools to serve as examples of 
the sweet aifts of labour, 


THE COBRA AND THE Mask ——— 





Org urera time there lived in 
a village a wicked young man 
named Dhandapani. All the 
villagers were afraid of him and 
despised his company. 

One day, a sadhu came to the 
village. He sat by the temple, in 
the shade of a tree and gave a 
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discourse. 

All the villagers including the 
wicked Dhandapani attended the 
discourse, 

“God is in every living being ~ 
be it an animal, or a bird or even a 
serpent, So you must love and 
respect all forms of life. No crea- 


ture should hate or despise an- 
other,” said the sadhu. 

Dhandapani was puzzled. “Oh 
sadhu! Can you tell me why all 
the villagers hate me?" 


Just then a cobra appeared and these 


the villagers scattered, and ran to 
safer places, Even Dhandapani 
ran back a few steps. 

The sadhu got up and calmly 
walked towards Dhandapani 
“There is God in this serpent Dhan. 
dapani! Why do you run away 
from it?” he asked with a smile 

“The cobra is dangerous. Its 
poison will kil!” replied Dhanda: 
pani. 

“Tumed inwards and look into 
your wicked heart Dhandapani,’ 
said the sadhu, “You will learn 
that your wickedness is like the 
cobra’s poison. That is why people 
avoid even the goodness in you 
which is God-like!” 





" to the children. 


A change came over Dhandapani 
as he heard these words. He fell 
at the sadhu’s feet, and cried bitter- 
ly. “Teach me sir! Teach me to 
be good. What can I do to make 
towards me?” 

‘The sadhu raised Dhandapani 
from the floor, and pointed to the 
friendly vilage clown who was play- 
ing with the children. Whenever 
the clown put on the mask of a 
lion the children ran off afraid of 
the lion’s face, but when he re- 
moved the mask and spoke sweetly 
to the children, they clustered 
around him laughing and smiling. 

“You have been to the people 
of this village as the masked clown 
Remove your 
mask of wickedness and people 
will see your goodness shine!” 

Dhandapani took the sadhu's 
advice and soon became the best 
loved man in the village. 


THE TWO Roaps 








oO“ upon a time, there came 
to a small village two holy men 
named Sivatheertha and Vishu- 
theertha, 

Sivatheertha stayed in the Saiva 
math located to the north of the 


village, and Vishnutheertha stayed 
in the Vaishnava math located to 
the south of the village. 
Sivatheertha and Vishnutheertha 
went to the beautiful Siva-Vishnu 
temple every day, located in the 


ry 


centre of the vllage,to offer worship 
to their respective Gods. 

In the village, there lived a 
devotee named Venkateswara 
Sastry. He was a pious man,and 
went everyday to listen to the dis- 
courses of Vishnutheertha and 
Sivatheertha. But the discourses 
confused him because the two holy 
men offered very different advice 
to their followers. The puzzled 
Venkateswara Sastry went to an 
old scholar in the village, and 
expressed his confusion. 

‘The old scholar smiled. “Go to 
both Sivatheertha and Vishnu- 
theerthatell each of them that)you 
are a stranger to the village, and 
ask them to tell you the way to the 
Siva-Vishnu temple!” he said. 

“But T already know the way 
sit! protested Venkateswara Sastry. 





Oe Uren. time, the fingers of 
a sadhu’s hand began to quarrel 
with each other. Each finger 
wanted to prove itself the greatest 
of al, 

“Lam greatest,” said the thumb. 
“My imp ion on a document is 
as good asa signature of a literate 
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“I know that, But ask them 
anyway and come tome with their 
answers," said the old scholat. 
Venkateswara Sastry went to the 
old scholar after two days had 
passed, and gave him the answers 
of Vishnutheertha and Sivatheer- 
tha, 


“Now you know!" said the old 
scholar. “They follow different 
roads but they ultimately reach the 
temple! So though what Sivatheer- 
tha preaches appears to be different 
from what Vishnutheertha preaches 
the object is the salvation of the 
human soul, They use different 
approaches to reach the same goal.” 


Venkateswara Sastry was satis- 
fied with this clarification and re- 
turned home free of doubt after 
thanking the old scholar, 


Who is THE GReaTEest?@—__ 





man! So am the greatest of you 
all!” 

“No! I am greatest!” said the 
fore finger. “By just moving up 
and down,with the merest flick 1 
can command a person to sit or 
stand. That is why | am the greatest 
of you all!” 


“No, no shorties!" said the 
middle finger as it laughed and 
jeered at the other two. “lam 
tallest and I am the greatest of 
you all!” 

“You may be tallest but 1 ai 
the most beautiful of you all!" said 
the ring finger smiling. “lam 
always decorated with diamonds 
and rubies and other precious 
stones, So | am the greatest of 
you all” 

‘The litle finger began to weep. 
Ithad nothing to boast of and was 
sad. 





SIVA SASTR) 


The sadhu to whom all five 
fingers belonged finished his 
prayers and got up. He smiled 
when he found his little finger 
crying. 

He walked into the nearby 
temple and raised both his palms 
face to face to do a namaste. 

“Now fingers!" said the sadhu. 
“Which of you is closest to God?” 

“Lam,” said the litle finger shyly. 

“Never feel small or humiliated 
again, little one!” advised the 
sadhu, “You are greatest, for you 
are closest to God!" 


AND THE — 


IRRESPONSIBLE KINq — 





ore upon a time there lived a 
king named Vikramasimha, 
He had just one fault, He left the 
administration of his country in 
the hands of his officers and did 
not excercise enough control over 
them. 

As a result many of his officers 
were tyrants and did not cary out 
their duties, Often they did not 
treat those under them fairly and 
the people grew discontented with 
the administration, 


One day, a man named Siva 
Sastri came to the king with a 
complaint. “One of your officers 
has wronged me sir!” he said. 

“Lam not responsible for what 
my officer has done!” said King 
Vikramasimha rudely, and Siva 
‘Sastri left the court sadly, lamenting 
the king's irresponsibility. 

Soon the people's discontent 
came to King Vikramasimha's at- 
tention. On the advice of his 
ministers, the king disguised himself 





as a mendicant and travelled 
around his kingdom to find out 
why the people were unhappy. 

It so happened that in the course 
of his travels the king reached the 
village where Siva Sastri lived 
Siva Sastri looked at the mendicant 
and realised that it was the king in 
disguise. Immediately he shouted 
angrilyat his wife and abused her 

“Why do you abuse your wife 
unprovoked and without reason?” 
questioned the king 

Siva Sasi ran to King Vikrama 
simha and slapped his cheek, 
“Who are you to question me?” 
he shouted 

King Vikramasimha left the place 
without a word, but he did not 
forget the incident. He summoned 
Siva Sastri to the palace two days 
later, 

“How dare you slap me!" said 


THE SEA 


It roars like a tiger 

It jumps up and down 

In tries to climb the rocks 
But again it falls down 


King Vikramasimha to Siva Sastr, 
“Explain yourself!” 

“Sir! Itwas my hand that slapped 
you! How can you ask me for an 
explanation? | am not responsible 
for the action of my hand!” said 
Siva Sastri, 

The king was both amused and 
angry. “Is not the action of your 
hand controlled by you? How can 
you shirk responsibility for the 
action of your hand?" he asked 

Siva Sastri laughed. "I disclaim: 
ed responsibility for my hand, in 
same way that you disclaimed res: 
ponsibility for the action of your 
officer!” he said. “After all an 
officer is like the hand of the king, 
who controls his action!” 

The King realised his error 
From that day onwards he assumed 
responsibility for his officers and 
excercised his control over them. 








al Sandhya. S. Bhattacharyo, aged 10. 
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age where information 
radio, every: 


Pong In foct when each © 
S ohich I try and gather 











for you 
‘wat kind of information de each of you seek? Your 
questions cover & nome of you wish 10 Krewe 
apeit space ond oseraids, lonets and meteors, while 
ah to leam about plants, ‘and gardens 
seas, 


‘others among you 

ot owers| Sil others seek eeformation on seas, and the sky 

and the ‘mountains ‘world. Some ‘of you yearn to know 
Sotpeir customs, while mand 


Shout other lands and people a! 
own 


“appreciate your eage7™ee to leam 
Information must dispel intolerance ‘and ignorant 
sponsible for most of the evils of human solely After al, if 
Tsarh of you have learnt ‘of the magni ‘of nature, the 
ePerming customs of the peoples of different lands, and 
Something of the Power ‘science, then each of You 
sotT want to preserve these ponders and build @ beautiful 
world, free of dissension, and strife. 

resoking forward to hear from you at my usual 
address — Gokvlam, “Guindy, Modras~ 600 032+ 


‘Your friend, 


Aun ty fate 


You can buy jasmine only in 

the summer. Why is it that 
some flowers bloom only in a 
certain season? 


M. Kirti, 
Madurai. 





The flowers appear at the times 

‘most suited to the production 
of seed for the continuation of the 
species. If the flowers appear at 
the wrong time seeds cannot be 
formed 

Before seeds can develop the 
flower must be pollinated. This 
means that the dustlike pollen 
produced by the stamen of the 
flower must be transferred to the 
stigma of the ovary, 

Pollination is brought about by 
various means, Most plants are 
pollinated by insects and, therefore, 
flower at a time when the insects 
are active. The flowers may have 
evolved a particular colour and 
scent to attract particular varieties 
of insects. 

Five classes of insects visit flowers 
~ Hamiptera (bugs), Coleoptera 
(beetles), Dipters (flies), Hymen: 





optera (bees) and Lepidoptera 
(moths and butterflies). Pollination 
by birds is wide-spread throughout 
the tropics and some animals, such 
as bats, also play a part. 


Why do cat's eyes shine in 
the dark? 

Mary John, 

Trivandrum. 


Cat's eyes have a kind of mirror 

inside to help the cats see in 
very dim light. At night when you 
spot a cat by its “eve shine.” you 
are seeing light reflected off those 
mirrors. 








Cats see in much the same way 
we do. Light entering their eves 
strikes the retina in the back of the 
eye. Light-sensitive cells in the 
retina absorb the light and send a 
signal to the brain. But only some 
of the light that enters the eye is 
absorbed by those cells. Most 
passes through the retina, undetec: 
ted. 

In our eyes, light only gets one 
chance to be detected by the retina. 
But cats and other animals that 
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need to see in dim light have 
evolved a means of recovering 
some of the light that goes unde- 
tected on the first pass. Their eyes 
contain a special layer of reflective 
cells behind the retina called the 
tapedum lucidum, which is Latin 
for "bright carpet.” 

The cells are packed full of 
reflective crystals, Light that strikes 
them is bounced back through the 
retina, giving it a second chance 
to be detected by the light sensitive 
cells. Some of that reflected light 
passes out through the cats’ pupils, 
causing the flash that you see. 


Why is it that you become 
breathless os you climb o 

mountain? 

P. Rati, 

Kotagiri. 

A All the symptoms of altitude 
sickness stem from the fact that 

the air is thinner at high altitudes 

than at sea level, so there is less 

‘oxygen in the average lungfull 

The result can be a headache if 

you go from sea level to 8,000 

feet, or death if you go straight to 

the top of Everest! 

In the thin air at high altitudes, 
the blood passing through your 
Jungs can’t soak up all the oxygen 
your body needs. Your body laun: 
ches into action to correct the 
shortage. Your heart races, and 
your breathing rate increases. The 
blood vessels in your head dilate, 
‘or open wider, to rush more oxygen 
to your brain. That increases the 
pressure in your skull and is likely 
to give you a headache and trigger 
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nerves that cause nausea. 

Mountain climbers avoid altitude 
sickness by spending several weeks 
at an intermediate altitude before 
making their climb. 


Who invented A BC? 
Shankar Sundaram, 
Modros 





A The cldest known alphabet was 
found in Greek inscriptions 
about 2000 B.C. The word comes 
from the first two words of the 
Greek alphabet, alpha and beta. 
The alphabet invented in Greece 
\was based on north Semitic writing 
and was made up entirely of conso: 
nants. This was suitable for a 
Semitic language, but not for a 
SudoEuropean one, such as 
Greek 
There are two forms of the Greek 
alphabet called Chaleidic and lonic, 
generally known as Western and 
Eastern. The Wester symbols 
were brought to Italy by Etruscans 
and Greek colonists, and adapted 
to form the Latin alphabet used 
today in most English-speaking, 


European and American countries, 


What is yoga? 
form of excercise? 
Ranjani Venkatraman, 


Madras. 
AN? indeed, yoga is not merely 
a form of excercise. 

Yoga is a Sanskrit word signify 
ing the union of a person's soul 
with the supreme spirit. 

Yoga started about the 2nd Cen: 
tury B.C. when its main principles 
were set forth in the Yogasutras 
by the sage Patanjali. This system 
of Hindu philosophyyis based on 
the idea that man’s bondage results 
from the identification of the soul 
with the body and that his freedom 
comes when he realizes the two 
can be separated, In yoga, the 
mind is controlled by the constant 


Is it just o 





















Teacher : What have the scientists 
of the 18th century in common? 


Chetan : They are all dead! 
Ajay. V. Joshi, aged 14 


practice of meditation, and non 
attachment to material objects, 

There are different types of yoga 
designed for different tempera: 
ments. Karma Yoga is suited to 
active minds, and deals with the 
performance of duties, in. which 
the doer renounces attachment, 
motive and the result of what he 
does, 

Jnana Yoga is for philosophical 
minds, and teaches how to discrimi 
nate between the real and the 
unreal, and how to renounce the 
unreal. Bhakti Yoga shows the 
‘way to cultivate the love of God 
for his own sake, and deals with 
self-control and concentration, 

Hatha Yoga deals mainly with 
physical exercises and is chiefly 
concerned with health and long 
life. 

The final aim of all these systems 
is the liberation of the soul from 
the bondage of matter. 


13 


ce cream... the very word con 
jures up a vision of the melting 
in-the mouth frozen delight served 
up in a variety of tempting ways 
What can be a better treat than ice 
cream in the hot summer months? 

How did ice cream originate? 
Did it exist in early times? A delve 
into the past provides a fascinating 
fund of information, 

Some historians tell us that ice 
cream began when snow collected 
from the mountains surrounding 
the city, was mixed with fruit juice Rome. Italy is in fact credited with 
and honey in ancient luxury loving popularizing ice cream, 





The homogenizer 





+ Yum 










Other historians believe that the 
famous Venetian traveller Marco 
Polo brought the recipe for making 
cream to Italy around 1295. It 
is probable that he leamt the recipe 
from the Chinese, who stored blocks 
of river ice underground until sum 
mer as early as the third century. 

Italians kept the recipe for 
making ice cream a closely guarded 
secret. The recipe was used only 
by the nobility. The ice cream 
churner developed in Italy in 1660 
saw ice cream being made com: 
mercially, but it was stil a rich man's 
treat, as production was limited 
It was however only after the in- 
vention of refrigeration in the early 


* The making of sticks. 





part of this century that the com: 
mercial manufacture of ice cream 
and its widespread consumption 
began. 


chill, tasty mixture of milk, 

cream, sugar, and flavouring, 
itis difficult to imagine life without 
a lick of this delightful food. A visit 
to an ice cream factory allows 
us to see how it is made. 

Most ice cream factories insist 
on a high level of cleanliness being 
observed at all stages of the manu 
facture of ice cream. 

‘The mixture of milk, cream, 
sugar, and flavouring are carefully 
measured into a shining metal vat, 
the pasteurizer, which rids the 
mixture of disease germs by heat 
ing. The temperature in the vat is 
maintained at 160°F and the 
mixture is churned. 


+ The freever 


This hot mixture is passed to 
the homogenizer where three pis- 
tons blend all traces of butter. 
The blend then passes over the 
refrigerated pipes of a cooling 
tower to be chilled rapidly to 40°F, 
so as to prevent the growth of 
bacteria, 

When the mixture is ready tobe 
frozen a small amount of stabiliser 
is added to it, to prevent the forma: 
tion of hard erystals 

The now cold mixture is allowed 
flow to into refrigerated vats for 
“ageing”. After an interval of about 
three to four hours, it goes into an 
efficient machine called the conti 
nuous freezer, which churns out 
yards of creamy ice cream, like 
tooth paste being forced out of a 
tube, Cups and cartons are filled 
‘with the ice cream which flows out 
of the continuous freezer, 

At this stage the product is care. 
fully checked and anything found 
to be sub-standard is rejected 
The cartoned ice cream is “set” in 
the cold room at a temperature 
below 50°F. 

Chocolate coated bars are del 





cious aren't they? They are made 
ita rather special way. The vanilla 
ice cream is first frozen in special 
moulds in a chilling room and then 
moved towards a vat containing a 
thick chocolate mixture, into which 
they are dipped. Ice cream sticks 
of different flavours are made this 
way. 

Today there is a mind boggling 
variety of ice cream available but 
except for flavours and toppings 
the basic recipe always remains 
the same. 


[\’vily remember the summer 
when we bought an ice cream 
chumer. We children, watched 
with great anticipation as a mixture 
of sweetened cream and fruit was 
poured into a pot and placed in a 
wooden ice pail. Father packed 
roughly ground ice and salt into 
the pail, and began to churn, We 
children eagerly offered to help 
because scraping the sides of the 
pot with the paddle meant that 
each of us could get plenty of quick 
licks! 

If ice cream is made at home, 
we can make sure that the milk 
and fats used are of high quality 
Even if a churmer is not available 
we can freeze it directly in our 
refrigerator, frequently taking it out 
and beating it to a paste to keep 
the texture smooth 

Home made ice cream is very 
special, for anything which we make 
ourselves is always doubly deli: 
cious for itis the fruit of our own 
labour. 


NEELA SUBRAMANIAM 
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any years ago, there was in 

Mittaly’s town called Att The 
houses were built on the hill side 
and the town seemed always tobe 
bathed in sunshine. 

Atriwasa sunny place in another 
way as well. No one was unhappy 
there, or unfairly treated. Children 
never cheated in their play, nor 
grown-up people at their work. 

The reason for this was, that the 
King of that land had erected a 
great bell in the market place. It 
was hung just under the edge of a 
roof, so that it was sheltered from 
wind and rain. When anyone pulled 
the bell rope, the bell pealed so 
loudly, that all Atri could hear it. 








When the bell was fixed, the King 
rode in state through the town, with 
his courtiers and soldiers. The trum: 
pets blew loud and long, and the 
heralds cried out 

“Hearken to the King’s com- 
mand. Ifwrongbe done toanyone, 
he has only to ring this bell and the 
Mayor will see that all is made right.” 

The people of Atri were good, 
and their King was wise. So the 
bell was hardly ever used. After a 
time, some vines grew thickly up 
the unused bell rope. The leaves 
and tendrils made the rope look 
like a garland, 


here was only one man in all 
Atri who was miserable, and that 
was because he had grown greedy 
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and selfish. He was called The 
Knight of Atri. There had been a 
time when he had hunted in the 
forest with spurs on his heels and a 
falcon on his wrist. He was fond of 
his horses and houndsand used to 
treat them kindly 


Now The Knight of Atri was a 
miser, He sold his horsesand lands 
and thought of nothing but how 
best to store his gold 

The Knight had however, kept 
‘one horse because he could not 
bear to part with him, But now. as 
he became more greedy, he arud 


ged the poor beast even his food. 
Thus, whilst his master was counting 
his gold, the poor horse was in an 
empty stall and growing thinner 
and thinner for lack of food, 

At last the Knight of Atri said to 
himself, “Why should | keep this 
horse when food is costly, and gold 
is scarce? I will turn him out to get 
his own food,” 

So the poor horse wandered 
about, forlom, until one blazing hot 
afteroon, when all Atri was dozing 
or asleep, it came into the market, 
place, And there the horse saw the 





‘bunch of vines, all fresh and green 
hanging from the bell rope. The 
hungry animal began to pull at 
them, 


The Bell of Atri rang out this 
little song 


‘Ding, ding, dong! 





Some one hath done a wrong, 
Ding, ding, dong! 
Ding. ding, dong! 
Some one hath done a wrong,” 


hat could it mean? Who could 

it be? The people, startled 
out of their sleep rushed into the 
market place, The Mayor, scarcely 
awakened from his nap, came pant- 
{ng to see who was ringing the bell. 
‘And behold it was the Knight of 
Atr's horse eatingand pulling, biting 
and tugging at the creeper on the 
bell rope. 

‘The Mayor cried out, “The Knight 
of Atr's horse, He calls forjustice!” 
The people looked at each other 
and began to talk about the greed 
of the Knight of Atri, Then they 
‘grew angry and called for the Knight. 

When he came he said, “The 
horse is mine, Cannot | do as | 
please with it?" Then said the Mayor 
in grave tones "This horse served 
you in youth, Now inits old age you 
mustlookafterit,and provide shelter 
fort” 

The people led the famished 
horse home to its stall, and from 
that day, the Knight treated him 
well. The horse though dumb, had 
pleaded for justice. 





Pay 


Do 


2 p wr 


How many squares are there 
ona chess board? 


. Which animal lives longest? 
|. Which is the only land animal 


that cannot jump? 


}. Which is the most valuable 


metal in the world? 

How many pairs of legs has a 
crab? 

How many ribs are in the 
human body? 


vou Know 
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7. Onwhich day is the world Red 
Cross Day celebrated? 

8, How many times thicker than 
water is blood? 

9. Which vitamin is the rarest of 
all? 

10, What is the most popular pet 

inthe USA? 


‘Answers on page 70 











have hose thein 
holiday adlivitizs. 
Wha ane YOU doing 
this DAO ? 








rte, 


G tessywhos come to stay with 

G wer rligue you tree chances 
each," challenged Amma with a 
smile, 

“One is enough for me! know!" 
replied Vinod before Vidya could 
open her mouth. “It's Uncle Arun 
and Aunt Ani 

“Well done!” applauded Amma. 

Aunt Anu was the children's 
mother's sister and she was a 
teacher in a school in Bombay. 
‘Arun her husband, worked in an 





plums?” 

In the meanwhile, Aunt Anu 
turned to her sister, 

“Arti, please can you give mea 
clean white cloth? A large bed- 
spread will do, but it shouldn't be 
too thick or too thin. Arun, go to 
the drawing room and choose a 
‘good position to set up the screen.” 

‘The grown-ups disappeared from 
the room after telling the children 
to finish their tea, The children 
stared at each other with puzzled 


engineering firm, in the big city. eyes, 


They greeted the children warmly. 

“Hurry up'and have your tea 
We've got a surprise for yor ‘id 
Uncle Arun, 

“Oh, please tell us what it is!" 
begged Vidya. 

“T'll give you a hint, The name 
of the surprise starts with P. Now 
use your imagination!” chuckled 
Aunt Anu. 

“As the children ate their tea, they 
made wild guesses.“Could it be a 
paintbox? Or a piggy bank? Or 


—<# 








“What do they need a white screen 
for? Can the surprise be a film?” 
Vinod's forehead creased in a 
frown. 

“But Aunty said that it starts with 
P, and film begins with F," objected 
Vidya. 

“Finished your tea? Come into 
the drawing room!” said Amma 
coming in to clear the table. 


unt Anu and Uncle Arun had 
A setup the white bedspread to 
form a screen, at the far end of 
the drawing room. They switched. 
off the main lights, leaving the room 


in darkness. Then both of them 
stood out of sight and placed a 
lighted table lamp at the back so 
that it illuminated the screen. 
Vinod and Vidya greeted the father 
who had just come home, and sat 
before the screen with thelr parents, 
All of them watched speltbound as 
distinct shadows appeared on the 
screen. 

“It s almost like cinema!" whis- 
pered Vidya. 

‘Aunt Anu and Uncle staged some 
scenes from the Ramayana, They 
spoke in different voices for each 
ofthe characters, At the end, several 
puppets — those of Rama, Sita, 
Lakshmana, Bharata, Shatrughna, 
Hanuman and Ravana, lined up in 
front of the screen and took a bow 
as their audience clapped loudly. 


“Why didn'tI think of that? The 
surprise was puppets!” exclaimed 
Vinod. 

“Aunt Anu! What are these pup- 
pets made of?” demanded Vidya: 

“Where did you get them from?” 
asked Vinod curiously. 

“Come, let's all sit down comfor- 
tably and we'll tell you everything,” 
sald Aunt Anu. 

T he shows called tholu bomma- 

lata in Telugu. Itis the shadow 
play of leather puppets,” began 
Uncle Arun, 

“Yes, but how did you get the 
puppets?” repeated Vinod. 

“You all know that Unele Arun 
was a boarder at Lovedale School 
in Ooty, don't you?” asked Aunt 
‘Anu. “Well, his family lived in 





Bombay at that time, Once while 
going home for the holidays, he 
meta man who worked ina leather 
factory in Madras, who was going 
to his sisters village in Dharmava- 
ram. His sister’s husband made 
leather puppets.” 

Vidya giggled, “Oh! Did you go 
toDharmavaram instead of Bombay 
Uncle Arun?” she asked, 

Uncle Arun laughed. “Yes Vidya! 
‘The man was very kind to me, He 
asked me if I would like to go to 
Dharmavaram to see how leather 
puppets were made.” 

“Then what happened?" asked 
Vinod 

“We took a bus to Anantapur. 
My new friend, Lakshman Babu 
and | travelled by bullock cart to 
Dharmavaram. It was some ride! 
My back was sore for days!” sald 
Uncle Arun ruefully. 

“Then you really saw how the 
puppets were made?" Vidya asked 
enviously, “Do tell us, we'd like to 
lear too.” 

Uncle Arun told them that the 


puppets were usually made from 






* Vietor Hugo has written an enor- 
mous sentence in his novel Les 
«Miserables. It has 823 words, 93 
commas, 51 semicolons, and dashes! 











goat skin which looked transparent. 
Headded that sometimes the skins 
were treated with oll for transpa- 
rency. 

“The untanned goat skins are 
dipped in very hot water to clean 
away hair and bits of flesh and 
stretched out on a wooden plank 
todryin the sun," said Uncle Arun, 

“What does tanning mean?" 
Vidya interrupted 

“Dear me, you'd better ask you 
Aunt Anu, She's teacher,” replied 
Uncle Arun, 

Vidya looked at Aunt Anu ques- 
tioningly. 

“I'm not sure of the exact process 
followed, so I suggest that you 
consult a good encyclopaedia and 
find out,” she said. 

“Where did I'stop? Yes, after 
they are laid out in the sun, the 
comers are carefull) nailed down, 
to prevent them from wrinkling or 
curling up,” continued Uncle Arun. 
“after they have dried thoroughly, 
the puppet maker draws the outline 
of the figure he wants with a fine 
needle.” 

“Have you seen the tools which 
are used in leathercraft Vinod?” 
asked Aunt Anu, Vinod shook 
hishead, "No? Well, oneisarough 
version of your Amma's cuticle 
raiser in her nailkit. This is usé 
mark out grooves for details.” 

Vidya wanted to know how the 
puppets could look as if they were 
wearing Jewellery. 

“See these stnall holes repre: 
senting the earrings and necklaces 
of Sita?" Uncle Arun pointed out. 
“The puppet-maker makes these 








holes so that the light fiers through 
them and the audience on the other 
side of the screen receives the 
impression of shining jewellery 
against the lighted screen.” 

‘Amma was full of praise for the 
art. She asked Uncle Arun if he 
knew something of the background 
of tholu bommalata, 

“Lakshman Babu told me that 
the art had been popularin Andhra 
for centuries. Leather puppetry 
was encouraged by the Vijayanagar 
kings as early as the 16th century. 
Certain wandering tribes would tour 
the countryside and put up all-night 
puppet shows. But now-a-days 
tholur bommalata, as many of our 
folk arts, are begining to face com- 
petition from the cinema, But I 
have heard that they are trying to 





revive it," sald Uncle Arun, 

Vinod and Vidya were more 
curious to know the end of Uncle 
Arun's adventure. 

“How did you get back home?” 
they demanded, 

“had to borrow some money 
from Lakshman Babu to buya ticket 
to Bombay. It was paid back at 
once,” he answered laughing. 

“Did he give youll these puppets 
as presents?” asked Vidya. 

“Certainly not! He gave me one 
puppet. Mymother liked itso much 
that she ordered many more sets,” 
was the reply. 

“Have you ever tried to make 
leather puppets, Uncle Arun?” ask- 
ed Vinod. 

“Yes, Lakshman Babu's sister 
taught me,” said Uncle Arun. 


a 


“Wow! Can you show us how to 
make them?” asked Vidya. 

Uncle Arun agreed to teach the 
children how to make leather pup- 
pets, and Aunt Anu suggested that 
they used paper instead of eather. 


The nest day, Aunt Anu went 
with Vidya and Vinod to the 
stationery shop. They bought 
several sheets of paper, both white 
and coloured, and abig oll of cello- 
tape. 

Vidya brought out her cut-out 
dolls and used them to trace the 
outlines of her puppets, while Vinod 
leamt how to draw the forms of 
traditional puppets, both animal and 
human. 


Uncle Arun told them to make paper 


the puppets of the same height. 
28 





“Let's keep itto about ten inches. 
Of course, the women characters 
must be shorter. Real leather pup: 
pets are as bigas eighteen inches,” 
he informed them. 

He watched as Vidya and Vinod 
carefully drew the outlines. The 
grown-ups helped them to cut out 
the figures. 

“Yes, that's it. See, the trans- 
parent qualityis not lost! approved 
Uncle Arun. “Now, pierce small 
holes for jewellery.” 

‘Aunt Anu told the children that 
they could make cut-outs of famous 
figures and hold a quiz! 

Vidya decided to make holes in 
a floral pattem on her puppet's 
dress, and stick coloured pieces of 
here and there. Finally, Uncle 
Arun advised the children to place 


a fine stick at the back of the puppet 
and secure it with bits of cellotape. 
Vinod offered some sticks from his 
kite to his sister. The puppets were 
ready. 
Q reimore, the family gathered 
in the drawing room, The two 

children disappeared behind the 
screen, Vinod switched on the larnp 
so that the screen was lit, He then 
moved a puppet close to it, but 
carefully so as not to let his own 
shadow fall across, Vidya ran 
around to take a look. 

“It works Vinod!” she exclaimed 
excitedly, 

“Good!” cried Vinod as he an- 
nounced proudly. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, Vidya and | will put 


up alittle show for you!” 

After whispering to Vidya for a 
couple of minutes, Vinod placed a 
record on the record player. Strains 
of a popular song filed the alr. 
Vidya held up the puppet ofa singer 
and so did Vinod. The two mani 
pulated the puppets in time to the 
song. 


‘The grown-upswere most amus- 
ed by the performance. It was, 


they all agreed, an excellent form 
of recreation. 

Vinod and Vidya were pleased 
with the praise and decided to 
entertain their friends to many his 
torical, animal and legendary tales 
with their paper bommalatal 





EVER 


FRESH 


BUN€H OF 
BLUE BELLS 


Kavita gave her teacher a lovely 
bunch of bluebells on Teacher's 
Day. It was a very special gift 
because Kavita had made them 
herself. Her classmates had been 
surprised and had asked her how 
she had made them. So Kavita 
taught them how. 


You need 

1, Green. white and blue crepe 
oper. 

2. Glue 

3. Along thin stick about 10 - 12 
inches long. One coconut leaj 
‘wig from a broom will be perfect. 

4. A pair of scissors. 





To make flowers : 

Draw ten circles, 2 inches in dia- 
meter, and 5 circles, 1% inches in 
diameter, on the blue paper and 
cut them out neatly with the scissors 

Cut 15 strips of white paper 2% 
inches in length and ¥% an inch in 
width, Roll these strips lengthwise 
and press them tight to make stalks, 
and set aside. 

Take one blue circle and glue it 
along the line shown in the picture, 





* Glue along the radius of the circle and 
fold on the dowd line. 


* Place the rolled up stalk as indicated and 
fold along the same line 


+ The result will look like this. Insert sy 
fingers yenily where indicated. 


* Gently open out the two cones to look like 
this and join the two flowers together... 


* 


‘+ Now wind the green strip around dhe orig 
attaching each pair of flowers to it with 
their stalk. 








«and fold the circle into half,allowing 
both sides to stick firmly. 

When the glue dries you will 
notice that your semicircle can form 
two cones. 

Glue the stalk to the centre of 
the semicircle firmly as shown in 
the picture and fold the semi circle 
in half such that the stalk is visible, 
and wait for the glue to dry. 

Spread open the cones delicately 
with your fingers to look lke flowers 
in bloom and join the cone’s outer 
tips together with a dot of glue, as 
shown in the picture. 

Similarly make two bluebells with 
all the blue circles you have. 

Cut a long thin strip of green 
paper long enough to wind around 
the stick, To arrange the bluebells 
on the stem, apply glue on one 
side of the green strip, hold the 
stalk of each pair of bluebells against 
the stick and bind them together 
with the sticky side of the green 
strip. Make sure you arrange the 
flowers all around the stick in spiral 
fashion. 


“There! If you follow these ins- 
tructions carefully, step-by-step, 
xyour bluebells will soon be ready!” 
said Kavita to her classmates. “You 
don't need to make the flowers 
blue. You can use pink, purple or 
even, flaming orange paper and 
make several bunches and arrange 
them together in a vase. You can 
either put them on your desk or 
cheer the family up during meal 
times by putting them on the dining 
table.” 


Waris qeciereRENCe. 


p> between a cat and a comma? 

1 one has claws at the end of its ss 
paws, and the other hasa pause 

at the end of its clause! 

between a ball and the Prince 

of Wales? 

one is thrown in the airand the 

other is heir to the throne! 


between a tailor and a nurse? 
cone cuts the dresses and the 
other dresses the cuts! 
between a jailor and a clock 
shop? 

‘one watches the cells and the 
other sells watches! 

between a scholar and aboot? 
‘one shines at the head and the 
other shines on the foot! 

D> between a hill and a pill? 
one goes upand the other goes 
down! 





ovodvovay 


between a burglar and a man 
who wears wigs? 

one has false keys and the other 
has false locks! 

between a cloud and a beaten 
child? 

one pours with rain and the 
other roars with pain! 
between an elephantanda flea? 
one can have fleas, but the other 
cannot have elephants! 


between a retired sailor anda 7, 

blind man? ” 
fone cannot go to sea and the 

other cannot see to go! 


ae 
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Have you seen the butterflies? 

Come flying into the garden? 

With their beautifully coloured dresses — 
Some red and yellow 

‘Some dotted, some plain, 

Some days | See in the meadow, 

The yellow butterflies — 

Dancing all by themselves, \ 
Between the flowers 

When winter comes 

They are nowhere to be seen 

But | know — 

They will be asleep 

In precious corners. 


Rhena Tucker, aged 11 





Help Mr. Rao to find three cooking ingredients in this jumble. 








Ramu is trying to draw sketches of all the members of his 


family. Can you help him finish their faces? 
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seMAGIC WORD 


A {2 gk man sat on abench in 

Aa park, He had a long white 
beard and an umbrella. With his 
walking stick he kept drawing lines 
on the sand, 

The bench was long. A young 
girl came and sat at the other end. 
She was grumbling softly about 
something. “What is wrong, girl?” 
asked the old man. The girl grow: 
ed rudely “Why should | tell you' 
“Because | may be able to help 
you,” said the old man. “I am 


going to run away from home,” 
said the girl. “Nobody wants me. 
I nearly hit my sister because she 
wouldn't give me her paints!” 





“Should you run away because 
of that?” asked the old man 
smiling 

“And my grandmother drove 
me out of the kitchen, because | 
took a carrot,” said the girl, 

“That's nothing!" said the old 
man. Still he smiled 

“And my elder brother went for 
2 ride in his boat, He refused to 


2" take me with him,” said the girl 


The old man stroked his long 
beard, “I want to help you,” he 
said to the girl, “I know a Magic 
Word that will help you!" 

“How can a silly word help me?” 
asked the girl rudely 


“It will help you because it is a 
Magic Word!” said the old man. 

‘The girl couldn't believe that, 
but she said “I'll try it old man. 
What is the word?” 

The old man whispered the 
word in the git’s ear. “Now when 
you say this word say it softly 
Don't shout,” he cautioned. 


Tre lite git ran home. She first 
went to her sister, “May I use 
your paints?” Then she used the 
Magic Word softly. The gir!’ sister 
looked at her and smiled. “What 
colour would you like?” she asked. 
“Red,” said the girl. She said the 
Magic Word again. Her sister 
handed her the red paint and the 
the brush too. “The Magic Word 
works!” said the girl to herself. 
Then she went to her Grandma 





‘She was making chapathis. “May 
Thave a chapathi?" asked the girl 
and then she said the Magic Word 
very softly. Grandma smiled at 
the girl. She gave her a tasty 
chapathi and some honey to put 
on it. “It really works,” said the 
girl to herself. 

Then she went to her elder 
brother. “Will you take me out for 
a ride in your boat?" she asked 
and used the Magic Word once 
more. Her brother smiled. “Well 
come along then,” he said. 

‘On the way to the boat they 
went through the park. The little 
girl looked for the old man, The 
old man wasn't there. But on the 
ground by the bench she saw the 
Magic Word : PLEASE. 


M. Vanathy, oged 15 
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Chanakya set fire to 
the grass which 
caused him to 
stumble. 





| wil destroy anything 
which forms an 
‘obstruction in my 
path! 






THE OATH OF 
CHANAKYA 


STORY: ANANDHI PICTURES: VINU 


) 


One day, a8 

he walked 

through the 
forest, 


‘Oh! This grass 
tripped me 
up. 


Chenakya reached a place 


called Patalipura. 













Throw this 
over-confident 






This is not your 






isi fool out by 

council. It is just your 
court, Here, the the tuft of hair 
‘on his head! 










common man too, has 
a right to see his king! 





Chanakya had'destroyed the grass which 
“4 tripped him 
up. Now he 
took a terrible 
‘oath 





Nanda! Your pride and ‘ = 
arrogance have made you disrespectfull You have dishonoured me and 
‘you will pay for it! | will destroy you and wipe your name off the earth, Until 
| fulfil my oath | will not tle up my tuft of hair! 







In the front 
terrace of the 

palace, the people 

B. crowded around. 


itis a gift 

One day, an elephant arrived from the 
in Pataliputra, bearing 3 Emperor of 
Rome! 


tiger cage 
‘Oh! The statue 


of a tiger! 




















The Roman soldier 
addressed King 
landa 








Isthereamanin Patali 
putra who can release 
this tiger without 

opening the cage or bending its bars? Allthoos eaenbet 

il those assembled there 

were stunned by the| 

question but Chandra- 
gupta said, 





I know a way 
to do that 





Remove the upper covering 
‘and place the tiger cage in the open sun- 
light. 


















The wax cage melted 
in the heat 


b 


Return to Rome and tell your 
Emperor that there is no lack of clever men in Patalipu 








Chanakya was 
of people 
proceedings 


‘Such a keen intellect! 
Such powers of observa- 
tion! He knew it was a 
wax cage as s00n as he 
Taid eyes on it! 















Chanakya met Chandragupta 
and congratulated him. 


| am my father's eldest son, but 
| am born to serving maid. So 
Ihave no right to a title or 

Oh, they never will, for my own the throne! 

father hates me! 





Injustice indeed! You are the eldest son 
of the king. After all he married your 
‘mother of his own will, didn't he? Any 
how none of your younger brothers, who 
are born of queens, have your 
intelligence 








That doesn't seem 
to 







/ Hmm... but that 
clever, wily 
minister of my 
father will never 





Chandragupta! Do not 
‘worry! | will set you 
‘on the throne of 
Patalipural 


The minister who was named 
Rakshasa, received a message ait 
jthat King Nanda and all his 

sons born of his queens 

had died 


- Rakshasa set out to meet King 
* My name is Rakshasa Nanda‘s younger brother 

It means one who Sarvasiddhi 

protects. have failed | 

in my duty toguard | 

the King! They have all 

died and 

left me alone. 


This seems to me to be the handi- 


Jam sure he will try and 
crown Chandragupta the king 
We must prevent that, The 
next in the line of succession 
is you, for you are King 

| Nanda's brother! 


Sarvasiddhi's 
coronation took 


Long live King 
‘Sarvasiddhil 




















Chanakye went to meet King || 
Parvadesuvara of Anda.... 


‘What do 


Just imagine King you think? 


Nanda’s brother 
ruling, when his 
eldest son is stil 
alive! 


Help Chandragupta to become King 
of Magadha. As soon as the coro- 
ration takes place, half of Magadha 


King Parvadesuvara 
was overcome by 

‘greed, He set out with 
an army accompanied 
by hisson Malayaketu, 

















The defeated Sarvasiddhi fled 
the battlefield to save 


|_ ensued his life. 












Ifyou come tomy aid, wecan 
defeat Chandragupta and 











r “Suddenly a woman's hard pulled the 
Ths reuse belong bow back from the window.” 

to Chandanadasa 

‘As | sang the boy _—— 

ppeeped out cautiously from Come away {rom 

behind a curtain.” the window! 























Just then, this ring 
slipped from the wor 


Aha! That must have been 
Rakshasa's wife! She must 
hhave been anxious that no one 
should knows tate Sein dership, my worries will 
eekon si be over... hmmm! 





‘man. ifonly 
s 





















Chanakya sent for another trusted ‘Tas Raia: 


sa's sealt 

bis But the 

ae letter 

iv EAT was written 
Siddhartha! | am entrusting a very by me. 


You must 
now do as 
Vsay 


{great responsiblity to you! 


Siddhartha approached Malaya 
ketu’s camp. 












Aha! A palm leaf message with 
Rakshasa’s seal 


REE 


| must get caught while looking as if 


am trying to get away... 





Siddhartha was 
arrested and 

brought before 

Malayaketu. 


We found this palm leaf 
message on him, 











This man is a spy! 
He tried to escape. 





Malayaketu caught 
sight of the seal on 
the message 





Anl You carry 
‘a message from 
my minister Rakshasal To whom, 
















Oh sir! | will tell the truth! Please let 
‘me go... Rakshasa was sending me 
to Chandragupta. 


But my heart 
would not let 
me betray you. 
Twas coming 
to warn you, 
when your men 
caught me. 





Malayaketu read 
the message 


Malayaketu was 
furious. 


Malayaketu set Siddhartha free and 
went to Rakshasa. 


Rakshasa is a traitor! 
have nourished a 
snake in my bosom! 


In a few days, Malayaketu will Malayaketu! wire 
be King of Magadha! a? 


2 ES 











You cunning cheat! You would 
stab me in the back during 
the battle! A Didn't you write this message, 


you traitor? 





[ Rokshase read the message ——_ 
on the palm leaf, and if that is $0 how did your 
was shocked seal appear on the message? 








Malayaketu! Do not believe 
this! | am sure that this 

is another devious trick of 
Chanakya. 


Abo Uh don't 
understand! 





Rakshasa! | can easily have you 
killed. But | am a warrior and wi 
not stoop so low, Go! Go and join 
hands with Chandragupta as you 
wish. | will defeat you both 

in battle. 








Worried and upset, Rakshasa 
left Malayaketu’s camp. 


Ss 





have fallen prey to 


Chanakya’s cunning. What shall» 
Tdo now? 





Chandanadasa! You knew that 
Rakshasa was an enemy of 
Chandragupta, and yet gave protec- 
tion to his family, didn’t you? 


Bring Chandanadasa tome 1 


immediately, 





They are not in my Fearing my anger you have 
house now. now hidden them safely elsewhere, 
| haven't you? 











If they aren't in your house 
now, it means that they had been | 


there earlier. 





Iwas sorry for them, 





























Thon Ghanakya ced sy ‘| 


Rakshasa must have 

set forth from Malaya- 
ketu’s camp by now. 

Find him and, 


Perhaps, you were 
sorry for them. Perhaps 
Rakshasa is even a 
dear friend of yours, 
But do not forget he is a . 
traitor... a traitor against The spy disguised himself as an ordinary 
the king. As you helped man and approached Rakshasa, 

| Lsentence you and 
your family to imprison 
ment... 





come from 
Patalipura, sir! 





People were alling excel abit 
a acs oa ee a Rakshaso made his 
tobe executed paclial 











Poor Chandanadasa! He is ready 
to'sacrifice his life to save 

my family. | must save him 

by whatever means | can! 




















Ashe reached the 
outskirts of 
Patalipura. 


Lead this traitor 
tohis death! Hmm! 
Excute him! 


This ey header fhe great — 
Innster’Chonae. Wo are Chandanadaes won 
fou tosiop me? 


come back? 








My friend! Don't you expect 
‘me to have for you, the same 
affection you have for me? 






Go and tell your minister 
that Rakshasa has arrived! 





When he heard of Rakshasa’s arrival, 
Chanakya hurried to the spot 


Chanakya! If my actions are 
considered to be treason, 
punish, me! Do not wreak your 
vengeance upon my innocent 
friend. Let him got 





Pataliputra welcomes you 
home. 



















On 
and 


Rakshasa! | organised 
this drama only 

to bring you back to 
Pataliputra. Chandanadasa 


Chanakya drew the sword which 
Was slung at his hip and gave 
it to Rakshasa, 


From this moment: you are 
Chandragupta’s most 
important minister. 








‘Just then. Chandragupta arrived. He had 





| 
tase os 
ee (— vouvinin 


successful no 
matter what you 
seek todo. 





Rakshasa agreed to the loving 
demands that were made on him. 





Chandragupta! Make Malayaketu 
your frend! You are the son of Mura, 
and this dynasty which you have 
established is the Mauryan dynasty. 
You are the first of the Mauryas, 





This is how the oath of Chanakya 
was fulfilled. Unusual tricky or clever 
Palitical maneuvras are even today 
‘greeted as Chanakyam, in many 
Indian languages. 


‘Adapted tom he Sanshoit work entiied 
‘hudro Hobahavom (he cl of Rekshose) 











re 4 
Lita, Inge ane Johann ved 
Livith their stepmother. One day 
they decided to run away because 
their stepmother was very unkind 
to them. 
The poor little children ran away 
into the forest and spent the night 


Naw 








in the hollow of a tree. 

Their stepmother was furious 
‘when she found them gone. There 
‘would be no one to take care of all 
the household chores anymore 
She decided to use some of her 
evil magic power and cast a spell 
onall the streams in the forest, for 
she guessed that that would be the 
place where the children would 
hide. 


git, moming when Inge and 


Johann woke up, the sun was f 


already high up in the sky, The 
children were thirsty, They search: 
ed for a stream so that they could 
drink some water 

They came upon a bubbling 
spring, but Inge heard these words 
‘of warning from the water 

“He who drinks this water will 
turn into a tiger!"” 

So though they were very thirsty 
they did not quench their thirst, 
but went in search of another source 
of water. 

They soon came upon a pool of 
water, clear as crystal. But here 
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too the cool water murmured words 
of warning : 

“He who drinks this water, will 
tur into a wolf!" 

So once again Inge and Johann 
leftthe water and went in search of 
different water. Soon they came 
toastream, Here the rushing water 
pronounced 

“He who drinks this water, will 
tur into a deer!” 

Inge tured away in despair. 
But Johann was very thirsty. He 
scooped up some of the water to 
drink, Inge rushed towards him, 


and pleaded with him buthe would 





notlisten. He drank the water and 
turned into a deer. 

Inge began to weep when she 
sawher brother — a beautiful deer 
now. She did not know what to do. 
She put her arm lovingly around 
the deer’s neck and led him déeper 
into the woods. 

Soon they found alle old house 
standing empty. Inge decided to 
live there with her brother. She 
found nuts, berries and roots to 
eat, while the litte deer ate the 
green grass, Every evening Inge 


‘would place her head on the deer's 
back and sing songs and thus they 


went to sleep. 


The time passed, The deer and 
Inge, had lived all by themselves 
for a long time, when one day, a 
king came hunting in the forest. 
He caught sight of Joharin the deer 
and chased him. 

After a long chase, the deer led 
him to the little house. He dismoun: 
ted and entered the house and was 
surprised to see Inge, a beautiful 
young woman now! 

The king fell in love with Inge, 
who was as gentle and good, as 
she was beautiful. He took her 





with him to his castle, where they 
were married. The deer who could 
not live without Inge, also accom: 
panied them. 


‘oon, in due course of time, Inge 
Save bith to a baby boy. The 
king was delighted, He loved his 
wife and his son and also their 
gentle pet, the deer. Everyone in 
the castle was happy for the royal 


family 

Butthe wicked stepmotherlearnt 
of their happiness in the castle, and 
was jealous. She had an ugly one- 
eyed daughter, and she wanted her 
to be queen in Inge’s place. 

The evil woman entered the 
castle in the guise of an old servant. 
She tricked the beautiful Inge, and 
caught her, and imprisoned her in 
a little room in the castle, The 
wicked woman warned her, that if 














she told anyone who she was, orif 
she shouted for help — her brother, 
the lovely deer would be killed. 
‘The evil stepmother laid her ugly 
one-eyed daughter in Inge's bed 
and drew the curtains around her. 
She announced to everyone that 
the queen wasill and was not tobe 
disturbed 
Pret many day, the king was de- 
ceived by the wicked woman. 
But one night the faithful nurse of 
























the baby saw how the door of Inge’s 
oom opened at midnight, and how 
‘a shadow crept in, 

Curious, the nurse kept watch 
near the door, to see what happen: 
ed, She noticed that as soon as, 
the shadow slipped into the room 
the baby prince stopped crying 
‘The shadow crept out again quietly 
and petted the sad deer which was, 
tied by the door, The deer nuzzled 
the shadow which appeared to be 
crying, 

“The next moming the nurse deci 
ded to tell the king what she had 
seen, The king was curious. He 
kept awake the following night and 
hid behind a pillar and saw the 
shadow on its nightly round. 

When the shadow came up to 
the deer tied by the door, the king 
saw in the dim light that it was 
none other than his beloved wife. 
He rushed forth from his hiding 
place and caught her hand. 

‘When he heard the sad tale he 
condemned the evil stepmother to 
death and when the woman died 
the deer regained his human form. 

Johann lived with Inge and the 
king and their baby happily ever 
after. 






























































A palindrome is a word or a sentence which reads 
both forward and backward. Perhaps you have heard of 
palindromes like MALAYALAM or BIB. But here are some 
sentences which can be read backward as well as forward. 

— 
MADAM I'M ADAM 


ABLE WAS | ERE | SAW ELBA. 
WAS IT A CAR ORA CAT I SAW? 

TEN ANIMALS I SLAM IN A NET. 

IN A REGAL RAGE RAN | 

SUMS ARE NOT SET AS A TEST ON ERASMUS. 
AMANA PLAN A CANAL PANAMA. 

YAWN A MORE ROMAN WAY! 

‘SOME MEN INTERPRET NINE MEMOS. 

EGAD A BASE TONE DENOTES A BAD AGE. 


Compiled by J. Gowri 














[nthe year 1987, the aramophone 
record celebrated its 100th birth 
day with exhibitions and festivals 
It was in the autumn of 1887, that 
Emile Berliner, a German from 
Brunswick, who had emigrated to 
the United States applied for a 
patent for his gramophone record, 

Berliner, who was an electrical 
engineer, improved on Edison's 
phonograph by using round zine 
plates for recording the sound vibra: 
tions, and thus created the gramo: 
phone, 

The first gramophone records 
had a diameter of 25 centimetres 
and were played at a speed of 78 
rpm, They were very thick and 
could be played only on one side. 


ines then the leisure te act 
ties of entire generations have 
undergone a fundamental change. 
The stars of the recording world 
ike the Beatles, Elis Presley, Arturo 
Toscanini, Arthur Rubinstein, Lata 
Mangeshkar, M.S, Subbalakshmi 
and Michael Jackson have helped 
to write the history of the gramo- 
phone record, Many historical 
speeches have also been preserved 
on disc, like the statement made 
by Kaiser Wilhelm Ilin 1914, at the 
outbreak of World Warland Lenin's 
speech shortly after:the start of the 
October Revolution, Early decla 
rations by Mahatma Gandhi and 
C. Rajagopalachari have also been 
preserved for posterity on records. 


[uzhe eat ites, the ol, frosle 
25 centimetre record gave way to 
the flexible 30 centimetre wide, 


















long-playing record and the 17 
centimetre single. Billions of discs 
have come off the presses since 
then, Golden records have been 
awarded for discs that sold a million 
copies or more. 

Constantefforts have been made 
toimprove sound quality, The scrat 


chy recordings of the pioneering 
days have given way to digital, aural 
delights in the form of stereo or 
quadrophonic sound. The next 
step has also been taken, with the 
emergence of small, gleaming silver 
compact discs, 


Courtesy : Hello Friends! 
Contributed by E. Pavat 








amu! I am really frightened. 

We should not have come this 
‘way, through the grove. We could 
have easily taken the main road, It 
is so dark!” said Vasanth, 

“Oh, Vasanth! There's nothing 
to be scared of! You know this is 
the shortest way home, We come 
this way every day after all!” said 


amu with exasperation, 
“The old lady who lives next door 
to us warned me not to come into 
7 
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the palmyra grove after sunset. 
She said ghosts and monsters play 
here at night,” persisted Vasanth 
ina small voice 

“Oh, come on, Vasanth! You 
don'tbelieve in ghosts and monsters 
do you?" scoffed Ramu. “That's 
only imaginary!” 

“Oh, even | have heard stories 
about a demon who breathes fire 
who haunts this grove at night, 
said Kiran in a mysterious voice, 
“My old great-aunt told me so!” 

“Oh, stop! Stop talking about 
such things, please!” cried Vasanth, 











| am frightened enough as itis!" 

This conversation was taking 
place as the three boys were return: 
ing from school one night, after 
attending the Children’s Day Cele: 
bration. Itwas nearing nine o'clock, 
and was a dark night, for it was just 
two days past new moon, The 
boys were taking a short cut through 
the palmyra grove, to reach their 
village which was about four kilo- 
metres from the school, 

The grove was so silent in the 
night. The screech of the crickets 
and hoot of the owls set an eerie 
‘atmosphere, and the trees cast pitch 
black shadows on the narrow path. 

Suddenly Vasanth grabbed 
Kiran’s hand._ “Look! Look!" he 


G. THIRUMAVALAVAN 


tied his voice high pitched with 
fear. His hands which were holding 
Kiran’s hand tightly trembled. 

All the boys followed Vasanth’s 
pointing finger. “Oh no!” whispered 
Kiran. "Butwhatever could it be? 
asked Ramu in a hushed voice. 

“Ohitis the fire breathing demon 
Iwas telling you about! Oh no! 'm 
sure thatis whatitis!” cried Kiran 

The boys watched the fire flicker. 
ing in the distance. It appeared 
and disappeared; appeared and dis 
appeared over and over again 

“What could it be!” said Ramu. 
“Lrefuse to believe ina fire breathing 
demon. Come let us go closer for 
a good look!” 

“No way!” cried Kiran. He and 
Vasanth held hands tightly. “Lets 














go home. Come we must run!” 

“Do you think it could be a marsh 
gas?” wondered Ramu. “Remem- 
ber how sir told us about marsh 
gas, an inflammable gas called 
methane, which catches fire on 
coming into contact with air. He 
also said that some of the villagers 
were frightened of it!” 

“No Ramu! That can't be marsh 
gas!” said Vasanth, interested in 
Ramu's theory despite his fear. 
“The land in the grove is not 
marshy!” 

Just then there wasa big spurt of 
flame in the distance, which brigh- 
tened the dark horizon. 

“Come on! I'm going home!” 
said Kiran and set off down the 
path ata brisk run. Vasanth ran as 
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fast as he could after him. 

Ramu looked at the flame for 
last time. “What could it be?” 
Then he realised that the others 
had run off. "Hey! Vasanth! Kiran! 
Wait for me!” he yelled as he chased 
them through the forest, towards 
home. 


Martina dave bight an clear 
Vasanth sleeplly cleaned his 
teeth and started to get ready for 
school. 

He thought about the previous 
night's events and was secretly 





ashamed of his own behaviour. 
Demons, fire breathing or not, 
seemed totally absurd in the bright 
light of day. 

“May be we should have taken a 
closer look!” he thought. 

Just then, Kiran came by, He 
toolooked rather ashamed of him’ 
self 

“Hello Kiran!” greeted Vasanth. 
May be we should have taken a 
closer look last night, huh?" 

“Yes we should, Vasanth! How 
we scrambled home,,..huh? But | 
was scared last night, weren't you? 
‘Only Ramu seemed undisturbed!” 
said Kiran. 

‘Suddenly Ramu appeared on the 
comer of the street pedalling his 


old bicycle, ringing his bell madly. 
He rushed up to where Vasanth 
and Kiran stood, and leaned his 
bicycle against the wall. 

“Hello, boys!” he said. “Would 
you two like to meet the fire breath- 
ing demon in person?” He was 
smiling. 

Vasanth and Kiran were most 
surprised. “What? Do you mean 
to say there is one?” asked Kiran 
breathlessly. “And that you found 
him?" asked Kiran, his face full of 
wonder 

‘Yes! I did! And the demon has 
personally invited you to meet him 
this evening!” said Ramu, still grin- 
ning from ear to ear. 

Kiran and Vasanth looked at each 
other. They realised that their friend 
‘was making a joke at their expense. 
They quietly agreed to go with him 
in the evening to meet the fire 
‘breathing demon, who had frighten- 
ed them so much, 








The leaves rusted eerily as the 
boys cautiously made their way 
down the path in the palmyra grove, 
They could hear the owls and cric: 
kets, and it was dark. 

‘Suddenly Kiran stopped. “This 
is where we saw the light yesterday,” 
hesaid. “Yes!” said Ramu pointing. 
“Look there it is again!" 

Vasanth and Kiran joined hands. 


“Are you sure we should go closer?” 
asked Kiran, “I don't like this,” 
said Vasanth. 


“Come, there is nothing to be 
frightened of. I met the demon 
this moming | tell you. He is a 
friendly chap,” said Ramu laughing, 
ashe led the boys towards the light 

‘The boys neared the flame and 
they heard voices and saw many 
shadowy figures assembled not far 
from where they stood. As they 
moved closer, they realised that 
the shadows were definitely humans, 
In fact some of them were familiar 
faces from the village. 

‘The grove opened out into a 
sugarcane field. There, the workers 
were boiling sugarcane juice in a 
huge iron pan, over an open fire, 
preparing jaggery. 

‘The owner of the field welcomed 
the boys. “Come boys! I hear you 
‘come in search of my fire breathing 
demon!" hesaid. “Comeandtake 
a good look.” 

“These people are making jag- 
gery, fellows! Neat huh?" said Ramu 
showing Vasanth and Kiran the 
open fire into which the workers 
were feeding sugarcane husks to 
heat the pan. 

“Now come this side,” said Ramu 


after his friends had exclaimed with 
surprise. 

Moving to the otherside, the boys 
eyes popped open with surprise. 

Some more workers were crush: 
ing the sugarcane by feeding it 
between two large iron rollers, loca: 
ted at the centre of a large crusher. 
The rollers were attached to along 
pole, and a pair of bullocks were 
attached to the other end of the 
pole, As the bullocks moved round 
and round, the rollers turned crush: 
ing the sugarcane which was fed 
between them 

“Look!” said Ramu, distracting 
Kiran and Vasanth from the fasci- 
nating sight. “Notice the angle at 
which we approached the field! To 
us viewing the fire from a distance, 
the flame appears and disappears 
because the bullocks mask it mo: 
mentarily from sight as they move 
round and round!" 

Kiran and Vasanth took a look 


and realised that Ramu was quite 
right. “So this is the friendly fire 
breathing demon, huh?” said 
Vasanth, “Well Ramu, itjust shows 
that we musn’t believe everything 
we are told, doesn'tit?” cried Kiran. 
“Only you had the courage to find 
out for yourself, Good for you!” 

The owner of the field who had 
stepped up to the boys heard 
Kiran's remark. “Yes, itis good to 
find out things for yourself,” he 
said. “But Ramu, neverforget that 
it pays to be cautious! Courage is 
‘one thing; it goes with responsibility, 
but foo! hardiness is another thing 
altogether! Now run off home be: 
fore your parents start to wory 
about you!” 

‘The boy tured homewards tired 
out but happy with the evenings 
revelations, their lips sticky with 
sugarcane juice and their hands 
full of jaggery given to them by the 
kind owner of the field, 














Father : 
porridge? 
Mother : Who's been eating my 
porridge? 
Baby : Who's been eating my 
porridge? 
Granny : Oh be quiet! | haven't 
even served the porridege yet! 

— V. Anuradha, aged 15. 


Who's been eating my 





























Write an imaginative. piece to go with this 
photograph, and win a surprise gift from 
Gokulam! You can write a poem, or a short 
paragraph, an essay or even a short story. 
Remember you can send an entry only if you 
are 16 years or below, and don’t forget to write 
down your full name, age and address. Send 
your entries to The Creative Writing Contest, 
Gokulam, Guindy, Madras - 600 032. 









‘THE LIGHT IN MY LIPE 





Loveliest gift of all creation, 
Who with love and affection, 


Always gave me fond protection — 
She has spent precious time with me, 
‘And her goodness showered upon me, 
My mother, the sweetest on earth to me, 


TR. Kamala, oged 13 







Two litle birdies, 
Sat there everyday, 

They gazed at each other, 
And talked to one another. 
Some days later 

They grew a little older 
Chirping very sweetly 
They flew into the shy, 


R. Srinivasan, aged 7. 


THEA) oF 
AMARaw iC! 


ou haven't met the Articles, 

have you?" asked the Stranger 
as Amar and Ichibo landed in Gram- 
marland, one day. 

“No we haven't met them,” said 
‘Amar shaking his head. “Who are 
they?” 

“Oh, they are charming fellows, 
and useful as well,” said the Stran 
ger. “There are just three of them. 
‘They are called A, An and The, 
Come let us meet them!” 

‘The Stranger clapped his hands 
and the three Articles ran up to 
where the children and the Stranger 
stood waiting to meet them. 


Article A came forward. “Hello 
children,” he said. “We have heard 
all about you and your visits to 
Grammarland. We are pleased to 
meet you!” 

“We are pleased to meet you 
too!" said Amar politely. “Please 
tell us all about yourselves!" 

“Well, we are a small group,” 
said Article A. “Butwe come from 
two different families — the Definite 
and the Indefinite. 


“Is that so? To which family do 
you belong?” asked Ichibo. 

“This is my brother Article An. 
He and I belong to the Indefinite 
family,” said Article A. 

“Hello children!" said Article An, 
“Let me tell you the difference 
between Article A and myself. 1 
stand before words beginning with 
vowel sounds. You both know what 
vowels are, don’t you?” 


“Yes, of course we do! The 
vowels are a, e, i, 0 and u,” said 
Amar at once. 

“Oh yest! | think I understand,” 
exclaimed Ichibo. “You can say 
for example, an apple, an eye, an 
ice cube, an umbrella, an orange, 
an hour... but wait a minute H 
isn't a vowel, is it?” Ichibo's fore- 
head creased in a frown. 


Article An laughed heartily. “You 
area clever girl to notice that Ichibo,” 
hesaid. “Butremember that stand 
in front of words beginning with 
vowel sounds, The H in hour is 
silent, and hour is pronounced 
beginning with aa, Can you think 





of other words beginning with slent_means any apple, but the book 
H?" refers to a particular book!” 


“Well,” said Amar. “There is. ” 
honour, and honourable...” ‘You must also remember," said 


"Good!" sald Article An, “And Atticle A, “that we Indefinite Articles 


you must know that Article Astands Cannot stand before Abstract Nouns 

before words starting with conso- like wealth or beauty! 

nants!" Just then, Amar noticed the third 
“Yes!” cried Ichibo. “A dog, a Article of the group smiling at him.’ 

pen, a book, a ruler, a clock, a He smiled back. “Tell us about 

mouse, a spoon, a chair.....” yourself. You have been quiet all 


Article A and Article An laughed. this time!” he said. 
atlchibo's breathless list ofexamples. The third fellow was Article The. 
‘Their laughter was interrupted by “I am a cousin of Article A and 
‘Amar’s question. Asticle An,” he said. “I belong to 

“What I want to know,” said the Definite family. 1am an only 
‘Amar, “is why your family is called child. I'stand before both singular 
Indefinite!” and plural and | am also used for a 

“Well Amar,” said Article An. particular noun. You will under- 
“We do not specify particular Nouns. stand how I am used if you look at 
Adogmeansanydog,andanapple the following sentences. 


" 











He sent for a doctor. (any doctor) 

He sent for the doctor. (his own doctor) 
Pass me a book. (any book) 

Pass me the book. (a particular book) 


“It has been wonderful meeting 
you fellows but I think we should 
go home now,” said Ichibo. “It is 
getting very late. Grammar class 
will almost be over.” 

“Yes, we must go because we 
now have a lot to study!” said Amar. 
“Good bye children! Come again 
soon!” said the Stranger. “Good 
bye!” said Amar. “Goodbye!” cried 
the Articles. Amar and Ichibo kept 
waving as they flew off into the air. 


A at and Ichibo felt themselves 
Janding with a thud. Ichibo even 
felt someone shaking her. When 
she opened her eyes she saw that 
it was her friend Keya. 

“Wake up, Ichibo!” whispered 
Keya, “Wake up!" 

Ms, Padma glared at ichibo, She 
had a suspicion that Ichibo was 
never attentive in her class. She 
didn't know that the afternoon 
breeze had lulled Amar and Ichibo 
to sleep and that they had been to 
Grammarland in their dreams. 


“'Suchitra! Stand up and tell me 
all you know about Articles!” said 
Ms. Padma sternly. 

“Articles... hmm!” murmured 
Ichibo, through the mists of sleep. 
“Articles are my friends...” 

“What?” cried Ms. Padma angrily, 
as the whole class rocked with 
laughter. What was Ichibo up to? 



































“Oh Article!” she repeated as if 
she had heard wrong the first time. 


“There are two types — Definite 
and Indefinite. The Definite Article 
is The and the Indefinite Articles 
are A and An, An comes before 
‘words beginning with vowel sounds.” 

The class clapped in appreciation, 





and Ichibo smiled proudly, Then a 
naughty twinkle appeared in her 
eyes. “A is an Indefinite Article, 
while The is a Definite Article,” she 
said. 

‘The class laughed again, and be- 
fore Ms, Padma could call them to 
order the bell rang and the class 
was over. 





Ratna : What time do you wake up 
during the summer holidays? 


Priti : As soon as the first ray of 
sunshine comes through — my 
window. 


Ratna : Oooh! That's early! 


Priti : No! Not really. My room 
faces the west! 


— Veda Purushothaman. 
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here once lived in the beautiful, 
exoticcity of Baghdad, a young 
man called Jaffar. Jaffar was not 
from a rich family but of humble 
origin. He had lost his parents 


early in his life and had no family 
or relatives. He was however a 
hardworking and inteligent youth 


and was known in Baghdad for his 
wisdom, courage and kindness to 
those in need. 

One day, Jaffar was walking 
down thestreet to themarket when 
he saw two ruffians whippinga poor 
old man. Jaffar was horrified at 
the sight, for the old man looked 





frail and weak. 

He rushed up to the ruffians and 
felled one of them with a blow,and 
the other ruffian bolted from the 


scene. 

Jaffar helped the old man to a 
seat by the wayside and got him 
some water to drink. It took a 
while for the old man to recover 
his breath, but finally he said 

“Young man, | am grateful to 
you for saving my life. But for your 
timely help 1 would have been 
murdered for my wealth!” 

At this Jaffar looked surprised 
because the old man's clothes were 
tattered and torn and he did not 
look like a person who would be 
killed for his wealth. The old man 


B 





saw his expression and laughed. 
“Lam not as poor as | appear to 
be youngman,” he said, “Infactas 
those ruffians well knew, lam one 
of the richest men in Baghdad! 
Your kindness in coming to my 
rescue will not go unrewarded. 
‘Come to this spot tomorrow before 
sunset, I will be waiting for you!” 
With these words the old man rose 
from the seat and went on his way. 
Jafar wondered who the old man 
could be, and what reward would 
be given to him. “Tomorrow... 
sunset... and Iwill know,” he thought 
and set off to the market once more. 


T 





he old man was waiting for Jaffar 
at the appointed spot. He asked 


Jaffar to walk with him down the 
street. Soon they came to a gate 
setin veryhigh walls. They entered 
and found themselves in a beautiful 
garden in which all the beautiful 
flowers in the world grew. 

But what caught the eye at once 
was the tree that stood in the 
ceittré of the garden. Itwasa lovely 
tree, which glowed in the fading 
red light of the evening. Its leaves 
were golden and as Jaffar and the 
old man approached, it shook and 
quivered as if it could sense their 
presence 

AsJaffar drew closer to the won: 
derful tree he saw that three fruits 
grew on its branches. Theylooked 
rather strange, like no fruit he had 


ever seen before. 

‘One fruit was white and round, 
while the second was red and rather 
beautiful. The third fruit was yellow 
and small and rather wrinkled. 

The old man drew Jaffar's atten- 
tion to the three fruits. 

“brought you here, young man,” 
he said, “to give you a reward. But 
you yourself are to choose it!” You 
stand before a wonderful tree. It is 
atree of gifts! It has been a part of 
my family’s cherished possessions 
for many centuries, Now I have 
decided that you may pluck any 
one fruit and eat it, The fruit have 
magical powers. The white fruit 
will make you the very wisest of 
men. If you eat the red fruit you 





willbe the richest man in the world 
and if you choose the yellow one 
every mother in the world will love 
you as her own. You must choose 
carefully and eat whichever one 
you want!” 


dJaffar stood speechless for a 
moment. “If I become the wisest 
man in the world | will not be able 
to serve my fellow human beings 
as | would like to due to a lack of 
wealth. Yet if choose the red fruit 
and become the richest man in the 
world I maybe robbed of anywealth, 
for did not two men try to rob this 
man yesterday? ButifIchoose the 
yellow fruit I will gain a mother’s 
love which | have sorely missed 
since childhood!” he thought. 


“I choose the yellow fruit, sir!” 
said Jaffar tuning to the old man, 
who smiled. “A wise choice, my 
boy!” he applauded. “You are 
already wise and your fear of 
wealth is to be admired!” The old 
man plucked the yellow fruit and 





gave it to Jaffar who quickly ate 


it 
T he next day the great Calif of 
Baghdad, and his mother pass- 
ed through the market place, Sud- 
denly the Calif’s mother caught 
sight of Jaffar who was buying sweet 
dates for a poor child. Struck by 
the young man’s looks she spoke 
of him to the Calif who immediately 
summoned him to his presence, 

After speaking with him for just 
a few moments, the Califwas struck 
by the young man’s goodness. So 
Jatfar found employment with the 
Calif and the love of the Calif’s 
mother who showered him with 
affection. 

Historians have recorded in 
letters of gold how Jaffar came to 
be respected and loved by every 
citizen of Baghdad, and how he 
rose to be the ablest and wisest of 
the Vazirs any Calif ever had, and 
how he served his master and his 
country for the rest of his life. 


In the April issue there 
appeared a puzzled Can 
\you spot the boys dress 
‘alike, to which the answer 
reads, boys whose shirts 
bear the numbers 1 and 
3, But the colour of their 
socks, was different, 

R. Harshini, aged 7, 
Madras. 


None of the boys in the 
puzzle on page 33 of the 
April issue are dressed 
alike! 

Reshma, aged 10 
Bangalore 


‘The error is regretted, 


Gokulam is not really a 
‘magazine but a gold coin 
that [receive each month, 
Each issue is a treasure 
and must be preserved. 
K Palani, 
Guruvarajapalayam. 


The poem on English 
per appeared in the 

issue was mast enjoy- 
able and useful. It isa 
poem interesting both 
children and adults and 
contained many useful 





tips on pronunciation 
Thanks to Ms. S. Gayathet 
for her contribution. Hop- 
ing for more in the same 
syle 

MKN. Swamy, 

Madras. 


We were both sad and 
happy to read the Child: 
hood Days of Se AL Vall 
appa. Thank you very 
much for publishing an 
article about “our” poet. 
TT, Sujatha, aged 7 
Madras. 


‘The prize-winning story of 
the April issue The Narrow 
Escape, was most eniov- 
able. I also liked Clever 
Roju. C Lalitha vas most 
‘lever to unite such a story. 


Adit Meyappan, aged 12 
Bombay. 


The picture story of the 
April issue Indra’s 
Weapon: The Vairaudha 
‘was magnificient. Many 
thanks to our beloved 
Anandhi and Vinu for 
reaching wonderful stories 
tous every month. Await 








Ing the next one eagerly! 
R Vidya, 
Hyderabad. 


The Once upon a time 
stories were realy wonder: 
ful in the April issue, | 
loved the story. The 
‘Mouse's Trp to the Moon, 
and Moti the Cow who 
‘wanted to sing lke a bird 


S. Sridhar, 
Coimbatore. 

In the April issue of 
Gokulam under the head 


ing Picture puzzle a pic 
ture of aflag with a moon 
and three stars is given 
and it is asked to which 
country the flag belong. 
The answer says the flag 
belongs to Eqypt 

But when we looked into 
the book Guide to places 
‘of the world the flag for 
Egypt was tricolour, with 
red, white, and black, wth 
fan emblem of an eagle 
(we are not sure of the 
name of the bird.) in the 
middle! 

R Sharmilee, 

RK Balajee, 
‘Chengannur. 

The error is regretted. 
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that saw me through several bouts 
of ill-health, my cheerfulness un- 
impaired. 

Tremember my father, a painter 
by profession, but he could play 
the drum beautifully. This was the 
nadya-khol or mridang and he used 
to participate in the Sankeertan 
Sabhas held in the temple precincts. 

Sometimes when I came back 
from playing games, I would sit 
next to my father as he painted. 
He had a small box for paint brushes 
which had resonant sides. Slowly! 
would start beating both sides and 
my father would smile indulgently 
and say “Come on, I'll teach you,” 
and recite aloud, “Dhirkitataka! 
Khimirikita!” 

'd play them on my box drum 
and theroom would reverbrate with 





cour enthusiastic drumming — “Dhir- 
kud! Dhirkud! Dhirkud!” 

In the village, there were two 
dance groups of ghotipua nritya” 
and a famous jatra party as well. 

‘And so I grew up in the midst of 
music and dance. My heart echoed 
to the tham tadinamtha from the 
sankeertan, or the tha-thai of the 
ghotipua nritya near the temple. 
Within the house, of course, there 
was my father’s mridang. 

1 was always dancing and imita- 
ting the dancers | saw. My grand- 
mother who loved me very dearly 
‘would tell me to dance and watch 
me even as she was engaged in her 
pooja or her work. But soon she 
‘would be infected by my zest and 
“The dance n which ile bon were crowedup 

ooo 


verve, She would drop everything 
she was doing, and say, “This boy 
must become a dancer!” 

Sometimes I would imitate the 
singing and the acting that I saw in 
the jatra plays in the village, and 
father who saw me do this, realised 
that I had a very good sense of 
thythm. “At this young age he 
learns quickly, He has no inhibi- 
tions. Perhaps I should send him 
to learn dance from a great master 
in Puri!” he would say, But I was 
too young for my mother to let me 
90. 

There was a village school where 
the day began witha long recitation 
of slokas before the lessons. My 
parents sent me there, But my 
heart was not in my studies at all. | 
was always lost in my own world of 
music and dance. 


ne day, as | was dancing with 
Oscgy abandon at home, the vill- 
age dance master Balabhadra Sahu 
dropped in. He watched my gyra: 
tions for a few minutes. He said 
to my mother, “Arey! Your son is. 
marvellous! If you send him to 
me, you will see what I can do. 
I'll tum him into a first class 
dancer!" And my mother said 
“Han! Han! Take him. He is 
always jumping around like a crazy 
top.” 

‘These words imprinted them 
selves on my mind which reasoned 
that offical sanction had now been 
given to my desire, although I knew 
of my father's strong disapproval 
of ghotipua traditions, From the 
very next day, I started going very 
quietly to dance classes in Bala- 
bhadra Sahu's house, silently sea 





king past the village school, where 
the children were reciting their 
lessons. 

‘On the very first day guruji told 
me, “Join the dancers and learn 
the steps properly!” The words 
electrified me. | forgot myself. 1 
became totally immersed in the 
dance. All the time, I was quite 
aware that if my father ever saw 
me there, he would forbid me to 
continue. So | did not tell anyone 
‘of my change of course and people 
at home thought I was still atten- 
ding school, 

Everyday at ten o'clock promptly, 
my father would stand on the door: 
step and bellow, “Keluuuu.....” It 
was a call that could reach me 
anywhere in the village. I'd come 
running to eat with him and once 











Ait thtes years of secret tain 
ing, when | was about thirteen 
years old, my guru decided that 
at the time of Durga pooja, he 
would present me on the stage. 
This created a very big problem 
To be dressed like a gopi I had to 
wear jewels, That meant I had to 
prick my nose and ears! 

My mother came to my aid. 
She cleverly found an excuse for 
this unusual need, “I have lost 
several children and I think that 
any evil influence over my dearest 
Kelu can be removed by fulfilling 
a vow that | had taken. This is to 
pierce my son’s ears and nose 
before the temple deity,” she said 

But my unwilling father went 


85 





on postponing it. But one day 
when he had gone to sell his paint 
ings in Puri, my mother got the 
piercing done. But soon guruji 
came home, and broke the mo: 
metous news to him. 

Guryji: Hey Chintamani! Your 
son is now well trained as a Ghoti 
pua. With your permission and 
blessing, he is going to make his 
debut on Durga puja day. 

Father: What are you talking 
about? 

Guryji : About your son Kelu. 
Father: When did he learn to 
dance? 

Guryji : He has been leaming for 
three years now! 

Mother : What is wrong with that...? 
Father (furiously) : How in the 
world did you allow him to do 





this? What do these people know 
about dancing? 

My Guryji’s face reddened in 
anger, but my father did not stop 
from uttering some home truths. 

“You call their lewd gesticula 
tion dancing? I shan't allow my 
son to wink at the audience, wiggle 
his hips and twitch his lips on the 
stage! | will not allow him to dance 
in this style! I know you have 
taught him, and trained him but if 
he dances at all,I want it to be 
good, and pure, and noble. 

What my father said had some 
truth in it. What was practiced as 
ghotipua dance in those times was 
in poor taste, So that what had 
begun as devotion to Krishna (in 
the Orissi-Vaishnavaite tradition) 








My father thought this to be a 


souldestroying contamination.” 
He was not an educated man, but 
his sincere piety made him feel an 
aversion for the corruption and 
decay which had crept into dancing. 
Now that father realised 1 had 
set my heart on dancing he wanted 
to send me to the right guru. This 
was Mohan Chandra Devgoswami 
who was a very leamed and respec: 
ted teacher of Ras Nritya" at Puri 


“inlteryoonGuelucharan Mohopakaheso 


‘wos responsible lor the renossonce of Oct 
‘8a clomlcal dance form. 


+ RonNntalsa group donce wi roma lockes 
describing Krishna’ fe trom his Be Yo the 
luting of Kama. The eccounts of Kishoo's 
ploylulness in Bindovan, recetves maximum 
prominence. Music, dance, and drama are 
‘mingledinihsform of ofenng wort token 
{ough the ars. The surging emotions of the 
heat re uly expressed: 





oon | Jeamt all the roles and 
S ties immersed in the story which 
formed the main thread of the 
dance. Living with Kiishna all the 
time, I began to believe that al the 
stories were true. Even the specta- 
tors used to become obsessed by a 
sort of devotional frenzy, and fell 
at the feet of the dancers who took 
the parts of Radha and Krishna. 
Overcome by these experiences, 
one day some of us, young boys 
went to the railway station to catch, 
a train to Brindavan. I was only 
thirteen years old, and I thought 
that at the end of the jouney, I 
would meet Radha and Krishna. 
Our guru got to hear of our 
escapade and frantically arranged 
for us to be brought back. “Are 
you mad?” he shouted at us. “If 
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you want Krishna you can see him 
right here at Puri! Lord Jagannath 
is our Krishna! Oh, you foolish 
boys! Will Krishna appear again 
in human form for you?” Hearing 
this I felt into utter dejection, 

Much, much later I realised that 
the God could be awakened to 
life through the art. My dancing 
has since been a remembrance and 
a recreation of Krishna's etemal 
lela 


ity students came and went 
but I was with guru Goswami 
for many years. | was in charge of 
managing the household and keep: 
ing all the accounts. I served my 
guru in every way possible, and 
was always by his side, I slept by 
his side at night to answer if he 
called. | used to make his bed, 
massage him, and do whatever he 
wanted. It was Kelu, Kelu, all the 
time! 

In the meanwhile, my father died 
of heart attack in the village. He 





Gokulam has great plea- 
sure in announcing the win- 
ner of the cash prize of 
Rs. 100/- for the best con- 
tribution in the May issue 
by those under sixteen. 


THE WINNER ! 
Rhena Tucker, aged 11 
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left a message with my mother for 
me. 
“[ die in utter poverty leaving 
only my love for my sons and this 
advice. Tell them to be confident, 
but never to be over-confident. | 
have been drowned by debts. Tell 
them that they must never borrow 
money, and that our name should 
never be dishonoured.” 

My guru taught me with great 
Jove and what I am today is entirely 
due to his blessings. 


et left him! 
‘Yitis happened in a very tragic 
manner. I wished to see a film 
called Kangan. I hadn't ever seen. 
a film before, and | knew that if | 
asked, my guru wouldn't allow me 
to go. So one night, | slipped 
quietly out of the house to see the 
second show, leaving a fellow 
student to take care of him if he 
called. 

Just after midnight guruji woke: 
up. "Kelu where are you?” he 
said. My friend tried to say that | 
was downstairs and that he would 
massage his feet, but he didn't want 
anyone's services but mine. “Why 
did he go down? Is he upset by 
any angry words of mine?” he 
asked. Lighting the lantern, he 
came down the stairs in search of 
me. The commotion woke every: 
one. 

Twas back by then, and standing 
just outside the door wondering 
how to slip in unnoticed. Some: 
body thought that I had stolen all 
the money and run away. So my 
friend was forced to explain that | 


had gone to see a film. 

Upon which perhaps due to 
relief, my guru uttered some words 
of abuse which shocked me into a 
speechless, grief-stricken numb: 
ness. | was too sensitive to bear 
the insult, The keys dropped from 
myhands, All at once, there was 
silence inside the house, Every- 
one knew I had heard the fatal 
words, 

From that moment, | became 
obsessed by the notion that | could 
not stay under the roof of my guru. 
| totally lost my grip with reality, 

The door opened. | picked up 
the keys, and slowly advanced to: 
wards quruji who stood motionless, 
and placed them at his feet, Guruji 
averted his face from me. That 
decided my course of action. | 
went and sat outside on the road. 

At dawn, I sent word to my 
mother to come for me, I was stil 
sitting there in the afternoon when 
V heard my guru say “Call that 
badmash* and feed him.” But 
everyone was afraid to approach 
me or talk to me, When my mother 
came, | announced that | was 
‘coming home for good. | refused 
to explain, and took leave of my 


guru 
My guru had been afflicted for 
years with leprosy. For eight 
years | had nursed him, cleaned 
his wounds, appiied medicine, and 
prayed for his well being. 
“There is no one to serve me as 





you have done.” he said. “Are 






* badmaah rele o 9 wicked person, Dulin 
Conlon the word is usod wit an undertone. 
‘flection, 











Tinku : | have to catch bus no.3. 
Rinku : | have to catch bus n0.6. 


Tinku ; Good! Here's bus no.36. 
‘We can both go together! 
* — DVS, Srikanth. 





you leaving me in the midst of 
such affliction?” Whereupon he 


cursed me in anger. “You will 
also suffer the same fate.” 

As | took the dust from his feet 
in a final farewell, | thought the 
curse would affect me, only if I did 
anything wrong in life, Otherwise 
this dust from my guru's feet would 
be a lucky charm to ward off all 
evil. It would save me from misfor- 
tune. 


ear children, | am not going to 
Dirrte about the many years of 
my suffering after this, fr I found 
it impossible to get work. Dancing 
was almost forgotten, as I tolled in 
the fields, and carried pots of 
Water, fo just a few mouthfuls of 
food. 

T found work in a drama com- 
pany, and by a great stroke of luck, 
my ability to dance was discovered. 
Tt'was slow and uphill work, to 
establish myself as dancer, and 
teacher of this very great, and 
ancient style of Indian dancing, 
which has been my whole life, 

9 


Shidhysytamibikghitae 


F ‘or many years, Ramaswami 
Dikshitar had no children at 
all, He and his wife were very sad. 
Then Ramaswami Dikshitar deci 

ded to pray and fast for forty days 
at Vaitheeswaran Koil, He believed 
that such an upavasam (fast) would 
please the Gods who would bless 
him with children, 

Sure enough, a son was born to 
them in the April of 1775. The 
delighted parents called him Muthu 
swami. Soon after three more 
children were born to them and 
they were called Chinnaswami, 
Baluswami and Balammal 


Wren Muthuswami was quite 
young, Chinnayya Mudaliar, 
Visited their home one day, He 
persuaded the entire family to 
move to Manali, where he himself 
lived, 

It was in Manali, that young 
Muthuswami chanced to meet a 
scholar named Chidambaranatha 
Yogiswara one day. Itwas a meet 
ing which had considerable influ 
ence on his life, Pleased with 





Muthuswami's intelligence, Yogis- 
wara taught the boy the principles 
of Yoga and Srividya worship. 

Yogiswara took Muthuswami 
with him to Varanasi and taught 
him the principles of Vedanta and 
Mantra Sastras. In Varanasi Muthu- 
swami was able to leam Hindustani 
music. 


A ier 2 time Muthuswami took 
leave of his guru and returned 
to the south, 

It was at home in Tiruvarur 
that he composed some of his 
most famous songs in praise of 
the sixteen Ganapathis, Lord 
Muruga and the Panchalinga, He 
also composed the special Nava- 
varna kirtanas on the presiding 
Goddess of the temple — Goddess 
Kamalambal, Another unusual 
song he composed was on the 
‘Navagrahas (the nine planets of the 
Indian pantheon) 

In order to stamp his composi 
tions,and to identify them as his 
‘own, he used a unique signature. 
Each of his songs has the word" 
Guruguha in it, in some context. 


uuthuswami Dikshitar travelled 

to Mayavaram and Chidamba- 

ram and composed songs on the 

presiding deities of the temples 

there. He then moved to Madurai 

where he composed songs in praise 
of Goddess Meenakshi 

While stil in Madurai he received 





the news that his brother Chinna- 
swami had died. Very sadly he 
made his way to Ettayapuram in 
order to be with his mother and 
youngest brother Baluswami. 

‘On the way he came toa place 
where there was no water. No 
rain had fallen for years and the 
people suffered diie to the severe 
‘drought, Moved by the sad plight, 
Dikshitar composed and sang the 
in the 





in the sky and heavy rains poured 
down, The people were overjoyed, 
and thanked him. The 
king of Ettayapuram heard of this 
incident and welcomed Dikshitar 
with state honour and requested 
him to stay, 


Jy uthuswami Dikshitar was not 
NTiust a good vocalist but a 


skilled veena player as well. He 
had many disciples like Tiruvarur 
Tambiappar and the Nattuva 
‘brothers, who later because famous 
in their own right. 

On the Deepavali of 1835, Dik- 
shitar was still in Ettayapuram. 
On that auspicious day he conduc- 
ted a pooja for the Goddess and 
then took up his veena, to accom: 
pany his students who were singing 
his latest composition on his favou- 
rite deity — Meenakshi memudam 
dehi. 

‘On this occasion Dikshitar asked 
them to repeat the line Meena 
lochani pasamochani over and 
‘over again. Even as they were 
singing, he uttered the words Sive 
pahi three times. At that mo: 
‘ment his soul parted from his body 
and merged in the form of light 
with the feet of his beloved deity. 


LAKSHMI VENKATRAMAN 
On 





ou can have great fun with 
'Y shadows! All you need is a 
candle or kerosene lamp, and a 
white wall, 

The shadow forms are most 
effective in darkness with a single 
source of light. The flickering of a 
candle makes the atmosphere more 





exciting! 
Your hands must be carefully 
positioned, between the light and 


the wall such that the shadows 
cast by your hands fall upon the 
wall. The closer your hands are to 
the light, the larger the shadow. If 
you move your hands towards the 
wall the shadows will grow sharper 
but smaller 

Make sure that your fingers are 
fully flexed before you begin. Snap 
them, and open and shut your 
fists a couple of times, for other 
‘wise your fingers will grow cramped. 

If you look at the following illus- 


trations you will understand how 
to make shadows which resemble 
different creatures, Make sure that 
you master all the hand positions 
by carefully adjusting your fingers 
to the required shape, and practice 
them well, 

If you teach one of your best 
friends to make the shadows, you 
can act out stories together. Make 
up a nice story in which all these 
creatures appear or use a story 
you already know. Then you can 
act and speak the parts of the 
various creatures and move their 
mouths carefully in the shadow. 
You can also wiggle your fingers 
in order to make it appear as if 
the shadow creature is moving its 
ears or wings 

Only remember a lot of practice 
is required to make it appear easy 
and natural. So practice hard and 
surprise your family one evening! 
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1 the middle of the nineteenth century 

‘America produced men of great quality 
In almost every sphere of human actwvity 
‘This was certainly true of the arts, and 
the small band of giants which includes 
Walt Whitman. Mark Twain and HW. 
Longfellow also includes Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, 

Emerson was a multifaceted writer — 
' poet, an essayist and a philosopher, 
bbutitwas as an essayist that he excelled. 
His essays and lectures place him at the 
head of the American Thinkers of his 
generation, 

Emerson was bor on May 25, 1803 
{nto the family of a minister in Boston. 
‘Soon after the death of his father, who 
died when Ralph was seven, he joined 
the Boston Public Latin School. He 
proved a good student. 

‘Young Ralph was just twelve when he 
began towrite poetry. He was influenced 
2 great deal by Benjamin Gould the 
headmaster of the school, who took a 
keen interest in him. Gould was deter 
‘mined that Ralph's povery should not 
stand in his way and so he visited the 
President of the Harvard College near 
Boston and persuaded him to accept 
the boy. 

‘So, Ralph joined one -of the oldest 
and most prestigious universities of 
‘America, alter passing the entrance exami 
nation at the age of fourteen. He 
graduated in 1821, and had to quickly 
look for a job, He eventually followed 
his father into the Church, and became 
a minister 

For about ten years, Ralph Waldo 
Emerson was a man of the Church, but 
by the end of this time he began to 
Question some of the religious practices 
He could not continue to work for the 
(Church after harbouring such doubts and 
Heft in 1832. 

{twas for him perhaps a natural step 
from the pulpit to the lecture platform. 
His first lecture On the Relation of Mon 
{o,the Globe was very well-received and 
his populanty as alecurer was immediate. 

In 1835 he settied in Concord. By this 








time, Emerson and his circle of intellectual 
friends had become interested in the 
work and views of the German philo 

sophers Kant, Fitche and Schelling, and 
under the influence of their teachings, 
they formed themselves into a group 
‘calling themselves the Transcendental. 

Emerson became the leader of the 
group, which attracted large numbers of 
young men of progressive ideas and 
ideals, and as a result there was an almost 
ceaseless pilgrimage to Concord of such 
visitors eager to talk and argue with the 
chief exponent of Transcendentalism. 

‘Among them were Henry Thoreau, 
who was to become famous in his own 
right, and who was subsequently to make 
his home with the Emersons until his 
death in 1862; a friendship which was to 
play a great part in Emerson's lite. 

twas the wnitings and activities of the 
Transcendentaists which were primarily 
responsible in bringing Emerson and his 
‘own ideas and philosophy to national, 
and late, international prominence. 

In 1840,the group founded a journal, 
The Dial through which to propagate 
their ideas. From ts inception, Emerson 
wrote extensively for it and in 1841, his 
Dal essays were collected into book form. 
Soon atter. the first volume of his poems 
‘was published and these books made 
him widely famous. 

He died in the spring of 1882, four 
‘weeks before his seventy-ninth birthday, 
‘and was buried in the cemetry of Concord, 
known as Sleepy Hollow. 
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lorence Nightingale was born on May 





12, 1820 into a very wealthy English 
amily, Her lather was country gentle: 
man and her mother a society hostess, 
and neither of them had ever worked in 





their lives, so when their daughter said 
she wanted to do something useful they 
were quite shocked, 





‘She receivecl an extraordinary call when 
she was nearly seventeen and made a 
note of the event. "On February 7, 1837," 
she recorded, "God spoke to me and 
called me to His service.” But she was 
already twenty-four when she discovered 
what form that service would take, She 
was going to be a nurse. 

















‘At last, and in spite of her parents, she 
took charge of a nursing home for sick 
gentlewomen in Harley Street. She was 





thirty three, Her reputation for efficiency 
quickly spread 

‘The following year the Crimean War 
broke out, and the medical arrangements 
for the Brtish Army broke down. Soldiers 
were dying like flies for lack proper care, 
Florence Nightingale volunteered to go 
cout and help, not as a lady but as a 
hospital nurse 

She arranged to take a party of thirty 
eight other nurses, although few of them 
could even understand her conception 
of nursing, They reached Scutar, in 


Turkey, on Novernber 4, 1854. 

The military and medical authorities 
did not welcome the English nurses with 
‘open arms. They resented their aval 
and made difficulties for them. But 
Florence Nightingale was not easy put 
off and she won battle ater batle against 
jealousy and offciadom. ‘She cleaned 
Lup the hospital reorganiged the kitchens, 
procured proper food and medical sup 
plies, and supplied proper nursing. She 
even rented a house outside the hospital 
and equipped it sa laundry, and stated 
a café for the sick and wounded soldiers, 
‘opened classrooms and reading rooms, 
and provided books and games. 

She was a superb organizer and a 
tress worker, never too proud for menial 
tasks. She thought nothing of spending 
twenty hours on her feet ata stretch — 
assisting with operations, dressing wounds, 
washing and cleaning,” She deliberately 
nursed the worst cases herselt, and never 
left «dying man unti the end, 


‘The soldiers adored her. She was as 
gentle and tender with her patients as 
she was tough with obstructive officials 
They drew strength and hope from her 
‘as she passed through the wards at night, 
canying her lamp. They kissed her 
shadow when it fell on their pillows, 

‘The Lady with the Lamp came back 
famous, a national heroine, She was 
received by the Queen, and a public 
fund was raised inher honour. Soon it 
amounted to £50,000. She used it to 
found the Nightingale Home for Training 
"Nurses at St Thomas's Hospital in London. 
This ensured that her work would live 
after her, for she had still many more 
years of useful life. She continued her 
mission of hospital and nursing reform 
until she was eighty. At the age of ninety, 
she became the first woman to receive 
the Order of Merit 
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